leading part. Wanda rushed to the theater, and bought
us two seats in the back row. But it was no use our hiding
in the rear. Benassi's spies spotted me at the theater that
evening. After the customary noise, excitement, and high-
flown speeches from the stage, we were invited to a mid-
night supper by the director of the casino, Signer Por-
cheddu, and his wife, a very agreeable young couple.
The big table was set for fifteen or twenty in a corner of
the main hall of the casino. The golden necks of cham-
pagne bottles gleamed above silver buckets. All around
us at table, gentlemen and ladies whom we did not know
were talking in four different languages.

Next to me was a distinguished lady (a member, some-
one whispered to me, of the highest London aristocracy),
whose name I have never learned to this day. Opposite her
sat Wanda. The talk was of King Edward VIII, who had
recently abdicated. Wanda admired Edward VIII (as I
believe all really feminine women the world over did at
the time) for what he had done; she had been touched by
the speech she heard over the radio in which the king had
abdicated for "the woman I love." My elderly English
neighbor smiled sarcastically. Wanda looked inquiringly
at me. I asked the lady very softly, "Did the speech have
any effect in England?"

"Yes, it had," she said. "A bad effect."

We were taken aback. "Why?" Wanda asked. "I liked
th6 speech a lot."

"We didn't like it," said the lady. "We English are
annoyed with the gentleman."

We had heard before about this feeling in England. I

306pped in last night before that cop knocked
